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They cloth'd with light,, whilst ill you grieve

Your better life should ever live,

And weep that she to whom you wish

What heav'n could give, has all its bliss;

Calling her angel here, yet be                             260

Sad at this true divinity:

She 's for the altar not the skies,,

Whom first you crown, then sacrifice.

" Fond man thus to a precipice

Aspires, till at the top his eyes                            265

Have lost the safety of the plain,
Then begs of Fate the vales again."

The now confounded shepherd cries,
"Ye all-confounding Destinies!

How did you make that voice so sweet               270

Without that glorious form to it ?
Thou sacred spirit of my dear,
Where'er thou hover'st o'er us, hear!
Imbark thee in the laurel tree,

And a new Phoebus follows thee,                       275

Who, 'stead of all his burning rays.
Will strive to catch thee with his lays;
Or if within the orient vine,
Thou art both deity and wine;

But if thou takest the myrtle grove,                   280

That Paphos is, thou Queen of Love,,
And I thy swain who else must die
By no beasts, but thy cruelty.
But you are rougher than the wind:
Are souls on earth than heav'n more land?         285

Imprison'd in mortality,
Lucasta would have answerJd me."
" Lucasta! '* Aramantha said.
"Is she that virgin-star a maid,

Except her prouder livery,                                 290

In beauty poor, and cheap as I ?
Whose glory like a meteor shone,
Or aery apparition,
Admir'd a while but slighted known.'*

Fierce, as the chafed lion hies,                        295

He rouses him, and to her flies,
Thinking to answer with his spear.

Now, as in war intestine., where,